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Throughout the West •••

THE BIBLE INSTlil"UJE HOUR

FAVORITE GEMS,
POEMS, ILLUSTRATIONS,
SENTENCE SERMONS
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This book is dedicated to oil
the many faithful listeners and
prayer warriors of THE BIBLE
INSTITUTE HOUR during the
1954 BIOLA LETTER MONTH

Ou AJmini~frafion

Those who have listened to the
Bible Institute Hour for any period
of time well realize the fact that
the success of the BIOLA Broadcasts is contributable to one man's
untiring efforts and vision of reaching lost souls for Christ, the Chancellor of the Bible Institute of Los
Angeles, Dr. Louis T. Talbot. The
Australian-born leader of the
School with over forty-six years of
training young people for worldwide Christian service, envisioned
almost two decades ago a program
which would reach out through the
western part of the United States
Dr. and Mrs. Talbot
to minister to the spiritual needs of
the people who faithfully stood
behind the work of the Bible Institute of Los Angeles. Beginning
on a small station, the Bible Institute Hour is heard today over forty-five
stations in California, Oregon, Washington, Idaho and Nevada and
reaches an estimated one million people each time the theme "We've a
Story to Tell to the Nations" is heard. We, of the radio staff, not only
ask that you would uphold us as we prepare and present these programs
three times each week, but also that you would remember before the
Throne of Grace the man whose single efforts are responsible for the
wide scope of present ministry, Dr. Louis T. Talbot.
Dr. Talbot's favorite veue:
" A nd they that be wise shall shine as the brightness of the firmament;
and they that tum many to righteousness, as the stars fo rever and ever."
-

DANIEL 12:3
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Guiding the academic and spiritual standards of the School, Dr.
Samuel H. Sutherland, President of
the Bible Institute of Los Angeles,
has faithfully served this West
Point of Christian service for ore
than eighteen years, assuming the
position of Dean in 1942 where he
served until his appointment as
President in 1952.

Assuming the directorship of the
Bible Institute Radio Department in
January 1953, Mr. Al Sanders, BIOLA
graduate of 1949, has instituted many
new features and program ideas which
have attracted a great number of new
listeners to the broadcasts which are
designed to bring honor and glory to
the Lord Jes us Christ. Mr. Sanders has
worked in commercial radio since 1943
and he and his wife, Margaret, served
with WMBI in Chicago for two years.
The Sanders . have two girls, Peggy and
Sharon, and have as their family verse
Hebrews 10: 36.
"For ye have need of patience, that,
after ye have d on e the will of God, ye
might receive the p1·omise."

It was under the tireless leadership of Dr. Sutherland that seven
years ago the National Accrediting
Association of Bible Institutes and
Bible Colleges was founded. With
constant rising demands by missionary organizations for candidates
with thorough academic as well as
spiritual training, the five-year-old
BIOLA Bible College was brought
into existence, offering graduates
the Bachelor of Arts degree.

Dr. Samuel H. Sutherland

Since that time, further advancements have been added in the curriculum to meet the ever~increasing needs of the world today in presentmg the gospel m all of its forceful power and conviction.
Beside the Bible Institute and BIOLA Bible College, Dr. Sutherland
other two schools of the organization, the Talbot Theoalso leads
logical Semma.ry and the BIOLA School of Missionary Medicine. Two
:m~ortant distmctive feat~res of BIOLA which have not changed since
its mcept10n are the doctnnal views and the emphasis on highest spiritual
standards.
Dr. Sutherland is ~egularly heard over the panel discussion period
and also presents speoal messages of challenge and inspiration.

t?e

Dr. Sutherland's favorite verses:
seeing we also. are compassed about with so f<reat a cloud
of witnesses, let us lay aszde every weight and the sin which d oth so
eastly b~set us, and let us run with patience the race that is set before
Z!s, looking unto .Tesus the author and finisher of our faith; who for the
JOY that was set before htm endured the cross despising shame and is
set down at the right hand of the throne of G~d." - HEBREWS ' 12 : 1, 2

" Wh e~efo re,

2

AL SANDERS

"Your music is the finest to be
heard anywhere" people so often write
to the Bible Institute Hour, and th e
principal reason is because of the consecrated ability of one man, our Musical Duector Mr. Earle F. Hulin. A
wide range of experience is the background of the man with the broad
smile and sincere Jove of Christ in his
heart. Mr. Hulin served as head of the
Music departm ent of the Providence
Bible Institute for more than twelve
years and then was with the Moody
Bible Institute of Chicago until his
appointment at BIOLA i.n August 1953.
Beside his duties with the radio ministry, he is also director of the School
of Sacred Music of the Bible Institute
of Los Angeles and is organizing an
excellent faculty of instructors to guide
the abilities of talented Christian young
people.

EARLE HULIN
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"THE TOUCH OF THE MASTER'S HAND"
Questions concerning Bible passages
which have proven difficult to listeners
are many and various, and it is the
work of the Panel Discussion group to
answer these perplexing problems
the Word of God. For the past year,
Dr. Samuel H. Sutherland, BIOLA President; Dr. Chester Padgett, member of
the BIOLA faculty; Professor Oran H.
Smith, Director of the Missions Department ; and Dr. Charles L. Feinberg,
Director of the Talbot Theological
Seminary have been featured in the
discussion period.

yam

Here you see pictured Dr. Sutherland and Al Sanders, looking" through
a few of the letters, prior to the morning broadcast. Notice the sign• in the
background which reminds us of our
ever-present responsibility.

Each day in the radio offices the staff members meet to pray for the needs of
listeners who have sent in special requests of various nature. A book is kept, listing
by category the various petitions, and they are remembered before the office opens
for the day's many activities . If you have some special need at any time, write to
the Bible Institute Hour prayer group and we will be happy to include your name
on our list.
4

'Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer
Thought it scarcely worth his while
To waste much time on the old violin,
But he held it up with a smile;
"What am I bidden, good folk?" he cried,
"Who'll start the bidding for me?
A dollar- one dollar- then two, only twoTwo dollars, and who'll make it three?
Going for three" - but noF rom the room far back, a grayhaired man
Came forward and picked up the bow;
Then wiping the dust from the old violin,
And tightening the loosened strings,
He played a melody pure and sweet
As a caroling angel sings.
The music ceased and the auctioneer,
With a voice that was quiet and low,
Said, "Now what am I bid for the old violin?"
And he held it up with the bow;
"A thousand dollars- and who'll make it two?
Two thousand and who'll make it three?
Three thousand once- three thousand twiceAnd going- gone," said he ;
The people cheered, but some of them cried,
"We do not understand;
What changed its worth?" Quick came the reply,
"The touch of a master's hand ."
And many a man with life out of tune,
And battered and scarred with sin,
Is auctioned cheap to a thoughtless crowd,
Much like the old violin,
A mess of pottage- a glass of wine,
A game- and he travels on ;
He's going once- and going twiceHe' s going- and almost gone!
But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd
Never can quite understand
The worth of a soul, and the change that's wrought
By the touch of the Master's hand .
--Myra Brooks Welch.
5
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Although written in 1921, the poem, "The Touch of the Master's
Hand," supposedly came from the pen of an unknown author, while
many people tried to locate the one who could write such beautiful
thoughts . Finally, realizing the tremendous blessing which had been
received through the years, Mrs. Myra Brooks Welch of La Verne, California, admitted composing it and from that time on she was deluged
with letters and cards from all over the world, with her famous ver~e
being used on many radio programs across the country, and it even
was set to music in the British Isles.

Paddie, her dog; Mrs. Martha Snell Nicholson; Radio Director Sanders.
Paul says in writing to the Philippians: "For unto you it is given in the behalf
of Christ, not only to believe on Him, but also to suffer for His sake," and while
her strength and courage has far surpassed ordinary ability, Mrs. Martha Snell
Nicholson, through severe trial and adversity, has given God the glory for the
miraculous way the Lord Jesus Christ has worked in her life. Had she not been
ill since the age of twenty one, the wonderful poems you see on these pages, a few
among the hundreds she has authored, would most likely never have come into
existance. We have selected only a few of our favorites which. we trust may be
used to bring a ray of new hope and gladness into your heart and life.

Although she has been ill with arthritis for many years her pen has
still flowed freely to bring strength and courage to many hearts and
lives. While she already has two books to her credit, she is working
with the idea of a third, being published by the Church of the Brethren
of which she has been a member for a number of years. After her
recent interview over the Bible Institute Hour as the "Shut-in of the
Month," several hundred requests were made for free copies of the
story you see on the opposite page about the "Old Violin. "

Mrs. Nicholson has been on the Bible Institute Hour several tim es from her
bedside and al so through the magic of tape recording sh e conducted the first
intervi ew of shut-in talking to shut-in. She has written many books, th e latest
and most challenging of which is her autobiography, "His Banner Over Me. "
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TO MY FRIEND
I spoke to you about your soul today
Perhaps you wished that I would go
away
And say no more and let you be. But,
oh,
My cherished friend, if you could only
know
The longing in my heart for you, the
dread
Of looking forward, after you are dead,
Unto that certain day when you mulit
stand
Before the throne of Christ! Works of
your hand,
Fruit of your heart, will not avail, for
He
Will ask you, "What did you do with
Me ?"
D ear friend of mine, there is no other
way
Except through Him, whom you deny
today.
How could I bear it, if in yout: despair
And bitter grief, you cried, "Did she not
care
Enough for me to speak) to point the
way ?
To save me from this anguish and
dismay?"
My heart is bleeding, thinking of your

ALONG THE GOLDEN STREETS
A.long the golden streets
A stranger walks tonight
With wonder in his heartFaith blossomed into sight.
He walks and stops and stares,
And walks and stares again,
Vistas of loveliness
Beyond the dreams of men.
He who was feeble, weak,
And shackled to a bed,
Now climbs eternal hills
With light and easy tread .
He has escaped at last
The cruel clutch of pain ;
His lips shall never taste
Her bitter cup again.
0 never call him dead,
This buoyant one and free,
Whose daily portion
Is delight and ecstacy.
He bows in speechless joy
Before the feet of Him
Whom, seeing not, he loved
While yet his sight was dim.
Along the golden streets
No stranger walks today,
But one who, long home sick,
Is home at last, to stay.

The one He chose. I bought good
works
Broidered in colors bright,
And felt that He would look at me
With satisfied delight.

And I walked earth's highways,
grieving
In my rags and poverty.
Till I heard His voice inviting,
"lift your empty hands to Me I"

And then I heard His gentle voice,
"My child, unto My sight
These good works are but filthy rags ;
A bride's dress should be white."

So I held my hands toward H eaven,
And he filled them with a store
Of His own transcendent riches
Till they could contain no more.

And as I knelt before Him, shamed,
In soiled and uncl ean dress,
H e clothed me in the spotless robe
Of His own righteousness!

And at last I comprehended
With my stupid mind and du ll,
That God COULD not pour Hi s riches
Into hands already full!
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RETURNING THANKS
I thank Thee, lord, that Thy manna
falls
D aily to fe ed and strengthen me.
I thank The, lord, for Thy living
springs
A well of water flowing for me.

Perhaps the angels peered within
Each waiting, empty room,
And whispered of strange things, th e
cross,
Gethsemane, the tomb.

I thank Thee, lord, for my daily
bread,
Bread of Thy body, broken for me.

And sometimes God Himself went
there
To think about that One
Who never had been far from Him,
His well beloved Son.

I thank Th ee, lord, for th e wine of
life,
Wine of Thy blood which was
spilled for me.

Now in His palaces the light
Shines out from every room,
And angels never cease their song,
"Th e Son of God is home!"

TEARS
I read some place that God
Has counted all our tears.
What a task I made
For Him down through the years !

BLESSED HOPE
This is the hope that sustains us,
This is our lamp in the night,
This is the beacon we follow
Waiting till fa ith becomes sight.

I

G

This is our heart's choicest treasure
Balm for our sorrow and pain,
'
Words that are priceless as rubies
"Christ J esus is coming again!" '

I think the doors were never sealed,
But partly left ajar,
And something of Him lingered there,
Though He had gone so far.

-~

F

This is our pillow at night time,
The promise in each golden dawn
This is the spur for the laggard, '
"Occupy while I am gone."

To die for sins of you and me.
H e must have turned His eyes
At times in homes ick longing toward
His mansions in the ski es.
·

Your terror, and your helplessness, and
so
I spoke to you about your soul today.
I could not leave you, could not go
away.
TREASURES
ONE by one H e took them from me,
All th e things I valued most,
Until I was em pty-handed;
Every glittering toy was lost,

G

IVORY PALACES
For three and thirty years they stood,
Empty and eloquent
Of Him who laid His glory down,
And went, obedient.

woe,

A BRIDE'S DRESS SHOULD BE
WHITE
I shopped in all the marts of earth,
I was to be His Bride,
And I would purchase garments rich
So He might view with pride

u

Bitter were the tears
I shed from day to day,
But 0, how sweet to have
Him wipe them all away r

TWENTY-THIRD PSALM
THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD . What want can be mine ?
My hand is clasped close in that dear hand of Thine.
Thy pastures are green and Thy waters are still;
My soul is restored as it drinketh its fill.
All day for Thy name's sake Thou leadest my feet
In paths that are righteous and pleasant and sweet.
What though through the valley of death I must go?
I fear not its shadow of evil, I know
That Thou wilt go with me each step of my way,
Thy rod and Thy staff for my comfort and stay.
I dine at Thy table, Thine own hand doth pour
The oil on my head . My cup runneth o'er.
Thy Goodness and Mercy shall not leave my side
Till at last in the house of th e lord I abide.
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Had a couple of four-leaf clovers
stuck in me today.
July .1st ...

Packed in a suitcase with clothes and
other things. Off on a vacation, J t uess.
July 7th . .•

Despite resolution . . .been resting
quietly for two days. The first four days
of the new year, my owner read me
regularly, but he has forgotten me, I
guess.
February 2nd .•.

Clean up. I was dusted with other
things and put back in my place.
February 3rd • , .

Owner used me for a short time,
looked up a few r eferences. Went to
Sunday School.
March 7th • • •

Clean-up. Dusted and in my old place
again. Have been under a stack of magazines since my trip to Sunday School.

u

G

G

E

T

s

0

F

G

0

L

D

Sentence SermonJ

June 4th . . .

Still in the suitcase.

January 6th .•.

N

July 10th . • .

Still in the suitcase, though everything else has been taken out.

When you give someone else a piece of your mind, you'll · lose your
" peace of mind ."
Revivals aren't brought rn evangelists ' trunks; they're prayed out of
Christians' closets.
Keep your Bible open, and you'll not find the door to heaven shu t.
Worry or fear is the interest paid on trouble before it falls due .

July 15th . . .

Home again . . . Quite a journey,
though I don't see why I went.
August 1st . , .

Rather stuffy and hot. Have two magazi nes, a novel, and an old hat on top
of me. Wish they'd take them off.
September 10th • ..

Finally. Clean-up. Dusted
right again .

and

set

April 2nd •••

September 12th . . .

Busy day. Owner had to look up some
references. He bad an awful tim e finding them, although they were right there
in their places all the time.

Used by Mary a few moments today.
She was writing a letter to a friend
whose brother had died and she wanted
an appropriate verse.

May 5th . . •

A loose tongue often gets its owner in a tight spot.
Faith is more a way of walking than it is a way of talking.
A lot of kneeling keeps one standing.
Christians should be like teakettles, that is, able to sing even when up
to their necks in hot water.
When you turn over a new leaf, turn over a leaf in the Bible.
Some people think that Sunday services are like conventions, for many
families only send one delegate.

October 5th . . .

In grandma's lap. She's here on a
visit. She let a tear drop on me opened
to Colossi ans 2: 5- 7.

Was carried to church today-Rally
Day-and I was even held up high to
be counted. Glad I can be of some use.

May 6th ..•

In grandma's lap again this afternoon.
My, it feels good. She spends most of
her time in I Corinthians 13 and on the
last four verses of the 15th chapter.

December 31st .. •

Tomorrow, I expect to have a knife
run into me by each member ·of the
family, blindfolded in turn, and then .a
finger placed on the page to find the!!
good luck verse. Suppose their finger
rests upon John 5: 39 : "Search the
Scriptures, for in them ye think ye have
eternal life . . . and they are they
which testify of me."
This, the diary of a Bible. I wonder,
could it be your Bible speaking . . .
could it be mine ?

May 7th, 8th, 9th .••

In grandma's lap every afternoon now.
It's a comfortabl e spot. Sometimes she
reads me, and sometimes she talks to
me.
May 10th . . .

Grandma's gone. Back m the old
place again. She kissed me goodbye
though.
10

Don't send your children to Sunday School-bring them.
Missionary giving means more than your giving your old clothes.
Daily prayers lessen dail}' cares.
You have to live with yourself, so make sure that when you' re alone
you' re in good company.
Some people use their Christianity like their best silver, that is only
when company comes.
11
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Sentence Sermon9
Daniel chose rather to spend the night in a lion's den than to go through
the day without prayer.
When it seems hardest to pray, then pray the hardest.
Why not attend church now. Remember a death is certain, and a hearse
is a mighty poor vehicle to start going to church in.
Untold millions are dying ... UNTOLD.
In Christian service, the branches that bear the most fruit hang the
lowest.

Most Christians are like pianos, grand, square, upright and are no good
unless in tune with heaven.
Not only should we see God's hand m everything, but we should have
everything in God's hand .

THE SECRET
I met God in the morning,
When my day was at its best;
And His presence came like sunrise
With a glory in my breast.

"Lie down at night with God,
Who gives His servants sleep;
And when thou tread'st the vale of
death,
He will thee guard and keep."
-Marvin Lewis

All day long the Presence lingered,
All day long He stayed with me;
And we sailed in perfect calmness
O'er a very troubled sea.

MY BIBLE
Though the cover is worn,
And the pages are torn,
And though places bear traces of tears
Yet more precious than gold
Is the Book worn and old,
That can shatter and scatter my fears.

Other ships were blown and battered,
Other ships were sore distressed,
But the winds that seemed to drive
them,
Brought to us, both peace and rest.

When I prayerfully look
In the precious old Book,
As my eyes scan the pages I see
Many tokens of love
From the Father above,
Who is nearest and dearest to me.

Then I thought of other mornings,
With a keen remorse of mind,
When I, too, had loosed the moorings,
With the Presence left behind.
So I think I know the secret,
Learned from many a troubled way;
You must seek Him in the morning,
If you want Him through the day.
-Ralph Cushman

This old Book is my guide,
'Tis a friend by my side,
It will lighten and brighten my way;
And each promise I find
Soothes and gladdens my mind
As I read it and heed it today.

God digs the well of joy-deep, with sorrow.
God has put the church in the world, but remember, Satan 1s seeking
to put the world into the church.
The quickest way to get on your feet is to get on your knees.
When the outlook is bad, try the uplook.
Life with Christ is an endless hope, without Him it is a hopeless end.
Many accept the Christ of the Cross, but reject the Cross of Christ.

SIX RULES FOR DAILY LIFE
"Begin the day with God;
Kneel down to Him in prayer;
Lift up thy heart to His abode,
And seek His love to share.
"Open the book of God,
And read a portion there;
That it may hallow all thy thoughts,
And sweeten all thy care.
"Go through the day with God;
Whate'er thy work may be;
Where'er thou art-at home, abroad,
He still is near to thee.

Faith honors God, and God honors faith.

"Converse in mind with God,
Thy spirit heavenward raise:
Acknowledge every good bestowed,
And offer grateful praise.

When fear knocks at the door, send faith to open it and you'll find no
one there.

"Conclude the day with God,
Thy sins to Him confess ;
Trust in the tord's atoning blood
And plead His righteoumess.

12

HIMSELF
Once it was blessing,
Now it is the Lord;
Once it was the feeling,
Now it is His Word;
Once His gift I wanted,
Now the Giver own;
Once I sought for healing,
Now Himself alone.
Once 'twas painful trying,
Now 'tis perfect trust;
Once a half salvation,
Now the uttermost;
Once 'twas ceaseless holding,
Now He holds me fast;
Once 'twas busy planning,
Now 'tis trustful prayer;
Once 'twas anxious caring,
Now He has th e care;
Once 'twas constant asking,
Now 'tis ceaseless praise.
13
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THE ANVIL OF GOD'S WORD
Last eve I paused beside the blacksmith's door,
And heard the anvil ring the vesper
chime;
Then looking in, I saw upon the floor,
Old hammers worn with beating
~
years of time.

Once it was my working,
His it hence shall be;
Once I tried to use Him,
Now He uses me;
Once the pow'r I wanted,
Now the Mighty One;
Once for self I labored,
.Now for Him alone.

"How many anvils have you had," said
I,
"To wear and batter all these
hammers so?"
"Just one," said he, and then, with
twinkling eye,
"The anvil wears the hammers out,
you know."

Once I hoped in Jesus,
Now I know He's mine;
Once my lamps were dying,
Now they brightly shine;
Once for d.eath I waited,
Now His coming hail;
And my hopes are anchored
Safe within the vail.
·-A. B. Simpson

"And so," I thought, "The Anvil of
God's Word
'
For ages sceptic blows have beat
upon,
Yet, though the noise of falling blows
was heard,
The Anvil is unharmed, the
hammers gone."
-John Clifford

I READ HIS WORD
I read the Word of God; it starts a
flame
Within my heart; His \Vord that I can
claim
Forever as my own, and always I
Find in its glow a fire to warm me by.
I find strength and courage in His
word
My hope is kindled and my heart is
stirred
To stronger, growing faith . I turn a
page ;
The path is clearly marked from Youth
to Age.
One need not lose the way. A hand
leads on
From rosy morning's earliest breaking
dawn
Till evening, and He promises a light
For that dim hour between the day and
night.
He say,~, "I will be with you to the
end.
I read His Word, I trust my guiding
Friend.
0 you who falter on the road of life,
Bowed down with burdens, overcome
with strife,
Open His Book and read His Word and
find,
Rest for your body, peace for your heart
and mind'
- Grace Noll Crowell

Aloud for help, the Master standeth by
And whispers to my soul: "Lo, it is I."
Above the tempest wild I hear Him
say:
"Beyond the darkness lies the perfect
day;
In every path of thine I lead the way."

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO YOU
There's a sweet old story translated for

So, whether on the hilltops, high and
fair,
I dwell, or in the sunless valleys,
where
The shadows lie--what matter I He is
there.
And more than this; where'er the
pathway lead
He gives to me no helpless, broken
reed,
But His Own hand, sufficient for my
need .
So where He leads me I can safely go.
And in the blest hereafter I shall know
\\!hy in His wisdom He hath led me
so.

You are writing a gospel, a chapter each
day,
By deeds that you do, by words that
you say.
Men read what you write, whether faithless or true.
Say, what is the gospel according to
you?

men,

But writ in the Jong, long ago:
The Gospel according to Mark, Luke
and John,
Of Christ and His mission below.

JI.fen read and admire the Gospel of
Christ,
With its love so unfailing and true,
But what do they say, and what do they
think
Of the gospel according to you /
'Tis a wonderful story, that gospel of
love,
As it shines in the Christ-life divine,
And 0 that its truth might be told again
In the story of your life and mine!

LOOKING FOR THE SUNRISE
ALBERT SIMPSON REITZ

14

I'm not looking for the sunset,
As the swift years come and go;
I am looking for the sunrise,
And the golden morning glow,
\ilhere the light of heaven's glory
Will break forth upon my sight,
In the land that khows no sunset,
Nor the darkness of the night.

HE LEADETH ME .. .
He leadeth me.
In pastures green I No, not always.
Sometimes He who knoweth best
In kindness Jeadeth me in weary ways
Where heavy shadows be;
Out of the sunshine warm and soft
and bright,
Out of the sunshine into darkest night.
I oft would yield to sorrow and to
fright
Only for this : I know He holds my
hand.
So, whether led in green, or desert
land,
I trust, although I cannot understand.

I'm not going down the pathway
Toward the setting of the sun,
Where the shadows ever deepen
When the day at last is done;
I am walking up the hillside
Where the sunshine lights the way,
To the glory of the sunrise
Of God's never-ending day.

He leadeth me.
Beside still waters? No, not always so.
Oft times the ·heavy tempests round me
blow,
And o'er my soul the waves and
billows go.
But when the storm beats wildest, and
I cry

I'm not going down, but upward,
And the path is never dim,
For the day grows ever brighter
As I journey on with Him.
So my eyes are on the hilltops,
Waiting for the sun to rise,
Waiting for His invitation
To the home beyond the skies.

Unselfishness mirrors in every scene,
Love blossoms on every sod,
And back from its vision the heart
comes to tell
The wonderful goodness of God.
You are writing each day a letter to
men:
Take care that the writing is true.
'Tis the only gospel some men will read,
That gospel according to you.

GOD'S HALL OF FAME
Shamgar had an ox good,
Rahab had a string,
Gideon had a trumpet,
David had a sling.
Samson had a jawbone,
Moses had a rod;
Dorcas had a .needle,
But ALL were used of God .
15

s

N u G G E T
F
G 0
0
- - - - - -- - -- -- -- - - - - - - - -· -- - -

L

N

D

u

G

G

E

T

s

0

F

G

0

L

:Javorile nUflflefJ o/ (}old o/ ::lhoJe '/jo(t J<now
"Ahoy there Shipmates," is the well·known and
loved salutation to the thousands of people throughout the West, as for more than twenty years First
Mate Bob and the Crew of the Goodship Grace have
ministered in word and song from the Haven of Rest.
We of BIO LA praise God for the ; faithful and
consistent ministry of our fellow laborers in this
tremendous harvest of souls and count it a blessed
privilege to alternate broadcast days in the Western
release of these two sister programs, proclaiming the
Gospel of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.
PARABLES AND PEARLS
" If God has called you, do not spend time looking over your shoulder to see who is following. "

J

J

Serving for more than five years as pastor of the
historic Church of the Open Door, Dr. J. Vernon
McGee is known to a host of members of his daily
radio class at noon over KGER, 1390 k.c., and also
a great number of listeners to the Sunday church
worship services.
Also he is Head of the Department of English
Bible at BIOLA and previous to his work with the
two downtown sister organizations, he was pastor of
churches in Pasadena, California ; Cleburne, Texas;
and Nashville, Tennessee.
THE REDEEMER KINSMAN
0 God, 0 kinsman loved but not enough !
0 man, with eyes majestic after death,
Whose feet have toiled along our pathways rough,
Whose lips drawn human breath!
By that one likeness which is ours and Thine,
By that one nature which doth hold us kin ;
By that high heavens where sinless Thou dost shine,
To draw us sinners in.

"O matchless honor, all unsought,
High privilege surpassing tho.ught, '
That Thou shouldst call me, Lord to be
Linked in work-fe ll owship with Thee!"

Dr. J. Vernon McGee

First Mate Bob

Well known tu the thousands of people
in the Southern California radio audience is
the friendly voice of Dr. Chester Padgett,
member of the BIOLA faculty, pastor of
Calvary Church of Placentia, and teacher on
the Monday through Friday 11: 00 a.m. "Verse
by Verse Bible Study," heard over KFVD,

Someone has aptly said that behind the
success of every great man the reason lies in
a faithful wife. Certainly that could be said
of Mrs. Samuel H . Sutherland , the charming
wife of our BIOLA President. Coming
from Toronto, Canada she met her husband
in Princeton, New Jersey, while he was
attending Princeton. The Sutherlands have
served in pastorates in the Grace Presbyterian
Church of Los Angeles, as associate pastor in
the University Bible Church of Los Angeles,
and in the Calvary Church of Hollywood,
where he is pastor at the present time.

1020 k.c.

A PREACHER'S PRAYER
I do not ask
That crowds may throng the temple,
That standing room be priced;
I on ly ask that as I voice the message
They may see the Christ.

}

}

I do not ask
For churchly pomp or pageantry,
Or music such as wealth can buy;
I only pray that as I voice the message
He might be nigh.
I do not ask
That men may sound my praise,
Or headlines spread my name abroad;
I only ask that as I voice the message
Hearts may find God.
- Ralph S. Cushman

16

Dr. Chester Padgett

Mrs. Samuel H. Sutherland

BLESSED PEACE
0 blessed peace that holds us firm
when all about us shakes and falls .
0 quietness that reigns within
amidst th e bombs and cannonball s.
This is the peace that comes from God
when we on Him are stayed.
A heart that is not troubled,
a spirit unafraid.
A soul anticipating
as redemption draweth ni gh.
An ear atune with Heave n,
a gaze upon the sky.
17
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What would you say if doctors told you that your husband had just two hours

":Jwo fi.ourd lo oflve ,;

to live? Not a very- bright prospect, and yet for a man who had been in a serious
automobile accident, paralized from the waist down with a broken neck, very
little other hope could be given. Yet today in Burbank, there lives a man who
reveals the miraculous saving power of our Almighty God. Barclay Allen, a name
which has been stamped on hundreds of thousands of phonograph records, was
zooming to the top in popular circles. He was receiving some of the highest pay
ever offered a pianist of our day, and had everything this world would call nee·
essary for complete happiness. But then his car went off a road in Nevada and the
ensuing moments were dark despair, until Christ reached down and saved a life
of sin to be used as a Trophy of Grace for His divine honor and glory. Barclay
Allen weighed 203 before the tragedy occured, but quickly slipped to 80 pounds.
It was the sincere testimony of a Godly pastor that brought light into the

heart of this talented young man, and now Mr. and Mrs. Barclay Allen and their
children have put Jesus Christ in the center of their home, and it's "He must increase, but I must decrease."
Recently, recording artists have sung his newest composition of personal testimony with simple words of tremendous beauty and impact which bespeak his love
for the Saviour:

" I FOUND A FRIEND"
I Found a Friend when life seemed not worth living.
I Found a Friend so tender and forgiving.
I can't conceive how such a thing could be,
That Jes us cares for even me.
Each day, each year my fai th in Him is growing.
He's ever near, His love is overflowing.
I have no fear my worldly cares are few .
I can depend on Him to see me through.
I Found a Friend and He is your friend too.

THE STORY OF BARCLAY ALLEN

18

I Found a Friend and now He walks beside me.
His hand to lend to comfort and to guide me,
When clouds appear I talk with Him a while,
He' s taught this heart of mine to smile.
Because H e came my soul will live in glory.
I'll praise His name, And tell my Saviour's story.
IV hat friend so true would give his all for you?
I'm sure you'll find that H e is your friend too.
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. Recently, our newspapers carried a story of a man who bought a steamship ticket
in Boston and set sail for New Orleans. The fare was so expensive that he took
along an ample supply of. cheese and crackers, feeling he couldn't afford to buy
meals on board . It was quite a diet and he had to muster a Jot of stamina for the
aroma of the hot meals at dinnertime was sheer torture and other p~ssengers
would tdl him abou_t th e excellent dishes which were served. Yet, he bravely ~eld
~ut_ until the last night when it became too much for him. Despite the cost, he
decided he would go to. the dining room and eat .his_ fill. Much to his joy, he
found the meal that evening _was J_ust exactly the s_atisfymg appeasment his appetite
had been provoking the entire tnp. All th e while, however, he was feeling remorseful because of the price he would have to pay. Finally, when he had finished,
he "".ent over to the head waiter to pay for th e food he had consumed only to hear
to his _shocked amazement, "Why sir, there's no charge for the meal. The money
you paid for your fare when you started," the steward explained, "covered the cost
of all the meals aboard ship."
Likewise, many of us are not willing to partake of those blessed good things
the Lord purchased with His death on Calvary. We cling tenaciously to our time,
talent and tithe, yes, and to our very lives for some strange reason, fearful 'of
completely trusting Chnst our Lord and Saviour.
WHAT

rs

THE BEST THING IN LIFE

The best thing in life is not pleasure.

Lord Byron lived a life of pleasure, if anyone did, but when dying wrote: "The
worm, the canker and the grief are mine alone."
The best thing in life is not fame.

Lord Beaconfield enjoyed more than his share of this and yet he wrote: "Youth
is a mistake, manhood a struggle, and old age a regret! '
The best thing in life is not unl>elief.

yoltaire was an infid el of the most pronounced type, but he wrote these words
which every unbeliever should carefully ponder: "I wish I had never been born."
The best thing in life is not wealth.

Jay Goul_d, the Am erican millionaire had plenty of possessions and wealth, but
when on hi s death bed he said: "I suppose I am the most miserable man on the
earth.'
The best thing in life is not success.

Alexander the Great conquered the known world in his day, and having done so
he wept bitterly m his tent because he said: "I have no more worlds to conquer."
THE BEST THING IN LIFE IS TO BE SAVED.

" For as many as received Him, to them gave He the power to become the sons
of God, even to them that believed on His name."
FACTS YOU SHOULD KNOW
Rockefeller could sign hi s nam e on a piece of paper and make it worth
millions .. . that's CAPITOL.
. Longfellow could take a worthless sheet of paper, write a poem on it and make
it worth thousands of do llars ... that's GENilJS.

20

Uncle Sam can take gold, stamp an eagle on it and make it worth fifty
dollars ... that's SKILL.
Picasso could take a fifty cent piece of canvas, paint a picture on it, and make
it worth hundreds . . . that's ART.
BUT GOD and only God can take a life, sinful and empty of joy, wash it in the
blood of Christ, put Hi s Holy Spirit in it and make it a blessing to all mankind
that's SALVATION 1
MORBUS SABATICUS (or Sunday Sickness)
Morbus Sabbaticus is a disease peculiar to church membership. The symptoms
vary, but it never interferes with the appetite. It never lasts more than twenty-four
hours at a time. No physician is ever called. It always proves fatal in the end-to
the soul. It is very contagious .
The attack comes on suddenly every Sunday. No symptoms are felt on Saturday
night, and the patient awakes Sunday as usual, feeling fine, and eats a hearty
breakfast. About 9 o'clock, the attack comes on and lasts until around noon. In
the afternoon, the patient is much improved and is able to take a ride and read the
Sunday papers. The patient eats a hearty supper, but the attack soon comes on
again and lasts through the evening. Patient is able to go to work Mond ay morning.
EXPERIMENT OF LIFE
Several decades ago some French psychologists made a study of th e power of
suggestion. They placed a four inch plank across the floor of a room and found
their subjects willing to cross it. But when they placed the same board above the
street, stretched from the top of the town's tall est building, they couldn't find a
single person who would venture a step across it. Of course, the difference was
that when the plank was placed on the floor, they were thinking about crossing.
But when put up so high, their minds suggested falling. So it is with many
Christians who can trust God in the. easy place but when hard experiences come,
they lose faith. Paul said: "For I know whom I have believed and am persuaded
that He is able to keep that which I have committed unto Him against that day."
THE MASTER ARTIST
Millions have seen the most popular creation of artist Leonardo de Vinci, "The
Last Supper," but do not know that just after he had fini shed putting the last touch
of paint on the canvas he invited in one of his closest friends to see it. At first
sight the guest was awe-inspired, and exclaimed: "Why, what a beautiful goblet
in the hands of Christ." Quickly, with one firm stroke of the brush, the master
artist blotted out the cup from the picture, explaining : "I would have you see
nothing except the face of Christ."
It's time we as Christians reali zed that we are the only picture of Christ those
in sin and darkness can see today. May there never be anything in our lives to mar
that perfect vision of "the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world."
Christ has no hands but our hands
To do His work today.
He has no feet but our feet
To lead men in His way.
He has no tongue but our tongue
To tell men how H e died.
He has no help, but our help
To bring them to His side.
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ROCK OF AGES
(Continued from Page 22)

The terms " Arminianism" and "Calvinism" mean little to the layman,
but to theologians John Wesley and August Toplady, they were grounds
for severe verbal barrages . Both men, sincere in their beliefs, car1ied
on the fight through tracts, sermons, books, and even hymns . Arminian
Wesley contended that a man could live without sinning and that grace
was free to all, while Toplady argued that everybody was born damned
and redemption was a matter of God's choice. Toplady figured that at
one sin per second, a man would have chalked up 1,576,800,000 transgressions at the age of fifty but that such a staggering debt had already
been paid by Christ. Interesting enough, according to history, Wesley
had written a hymn 30 years before Toplady's that opened : "Rock of
Israel, Cleft For Me."
August Toplady, author of the well-loved "Rock Of Ages" · died ' at
38, Wesley at 88, and yet we praise God that the inspiration given
these two men lives on today to challenge hearts anew and afresh with
the omnipotence of our almighty God- a song born out of an argument
. .. "ROCK OF AGES."

SILENT NIGHT! HOLY NIGHT!
(Continued from Page 23)

re-inacted, he went to the top of a nearby mountain and pondered over
the marvelous grace of our Lord Jesus Christ. It was a still, clear night
- a silent night.
The next day Mohr called at the home of the local schoolmaster and
church organist, Franz Gruber. He handed his friend a carol he had
just finished and told him he might have it as a Christmas present and
even shyly suggested that he might try his hand at writing music for it.
That night, December 24, 1818, the pastor went to his little church for
Christmas eve services and the first person he met was the organ fixer,
who made apologies for not having completed his task. Also, there was
Franz Gruber with his guitar and a simple melody he had composed for
the new poem. There they were, the pastor and musician, 26 and 31
respectively. Neither had written a song before, and so far as we know,
neither wrote another.
As the two sang the song, the organ repairman memorized it and
took it back to Salzburg where traveling concert artists carried it around
the world to the hearts and lives of millions . .. "SILENT NIGHT. "
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THREE RULES FOR CHRISTIAN
SERVICE
1. Keep yourself out of sight.
2. K eep yourself further out of sight .
3. Keep yourself still further out of
sight.
Jes us said : "And I, if I be lifted up
from the earth will draw all men unto
me."
THE WORD OF GOD
If all the books in the world except
the Bible were destroyed, this Book
alone could make humanity wise unto
salvation; could reveal to man the only
true God and Jesus Christ His Son;
could teach all fundamental truth concerning this universe, its maker and purpose; co uld give the broad outlines of
human history; could reveal human destiny, teach also every secret of happy
and fruitful living.
THE WORLD'S BEST COUNSELLOR
In the Word of God , the Bible, you'll
find the best answer to the need s of the
world.
If you're a policy man
. . consult
Daniel.
If you're getting lazy
watch
James.
If your faith is below par . . . read
Paul.
If there is no song in your heart .. .
listen to David .
If you're getting weak-kneed ... take
a look at Elijah .
If you' re a bit strong-headed . . . go
to see Moses.
If you're impatient ... sit down and
quietly have a talk with Job.
If you' re losing sight of the futur e
. . . climb up to Revelation and get a
glimpse of the promised land .
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2. Those who believe that Jesus
Christ made a mistake when He said:
"Go ye into all the world and preach
the gospel to every creature."
3. Those who believe the gospel is
not the power of God and cannot save
the heathen .
4. Those who wish that missionaries
had never come to our ancestors and
that we ourselves were still heathen.
5. Those who believe that it's every
man for himself in this world, and who
·with Cain ask, "Am I my brother's
keeper?"
6. Those who want no share in the
final victory.
7. Those who believe they are not accountable to God for the money entrusted to them.
8. Those who are prepared to accept
the final sentence: "Inasmuch as ye did
it not to one of the least of these, ye
did it NOT to me."
Which do you belong to ? The Mission or OMISSION Band .
GOD MINORITIES
During the time when Noah was
building the ark, he was very much in
the minority .. . but he WON !
When Joseph was sold into Egypt by
his brothers, he was a decided minority
. .. but he WON!
When Gideon and his 300 followers
with their broken pitchers and lamps
put the Midianites to flight, they were
in a unsignificant minority ... but they
WON !
When Elijah prayed down fire from
heaven and put the prophets of Baal to
shame, he was a notable minority . . .
but he WON'
When D avid, ridiculed by his brothers
went to meet Goliath, in size he was a
decided minority . . . but he WON!
When JESUS CHRIST was crucified by
the Roman so ldiers, He was a conspicuous minority . . . but HE WON !
"For the Lord your God, H e it is th at
fighteth for you ."

MISSION OR OMISSION
Here is th e list of those who want to
be excused from g iving to missions.
1. Those who believe that th e world
is not lost and does not need a Saviour.
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SENTENCE SERMONS
The missionary spirit is not something you have to get, but rather something that gets you .
Be more desirous of meeting God
in your trouble than of getting out of it.
It is safer for a believer to lie down
in peace than to sit up and worry.
What on earth .
. are you doing
. . for Heaven' s sake.
Keep your Bible open . . and you'll
not find the door to heaven shut.
Running people down is bad business
whether you're a motorist or a gossip.
If you sample the Word of God only
occasionally, you' II never acquire a taste
for it.
When a man thinks his mind is getting broader, it's probably just his conscience stretching.
Reputation is what we think we are.
Character is what God says we are.
The Bible does not need to be rewritten, but to be re-read!

JUST SUPPOSE
Just suppose the Lord would begin
today to make people as sick as they
claim to be on Sunday.
Just suppose the Lord should take
away the child whom the parents use
as an excuse for staying away from
church.
Just suppose the Lord would make
people as poor as they claim to be
when asked to help finance His work.
Just suppose all who lie about their
giving or paying tithes should be stricken dead as were Ananias and Sapphira.
Just suppose the Lord should Jet
some parents look into the future and
see what their example and their Jax
control did for their children.
Just suppose . . . and then, by the
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, go forth
to Jive and serve as if time were no
more and Jesus was coming today.
SENTENCE SERMONS
When God measures a man, He puts
a tape around the heart, not his head .
You may depend on the Lord, but
may the Lord depend on you)
A lack of prayer shuts your ear to
God and shuts your mouth to men.
Remember the Bible will keep you
from sinning, and sinning will keep you
from the Bible.
Prayer ascends the highest that comes
from the lowest depths of a human
heart.
God tells us to burden Him with
what burdens us.
God is not only a very present help
in time of trouble, but a great help in
keeping us out of trouble.
Live Him and they'll love Him
debate Him and they'll hate Him.
Memory is a wonderful treasure chest
to the man who knows how to pack it.
Humility is a bag into which Christ
puts the riches of His grace.
It is better to sleep over what you're
going to do than to be kept awake afterwards with what you've done.
Which will you be like with ChristSaul who took David to his home, or
Jonathan who took him to his heart )

HAVE THINE OWN WAY
Whatever you think both in joy and
in woe,
Think nothing you wouldn't want Jesus
to know.
Whatever you say in a whisper or clear,
Say nothing you wouldn't want Jesus
to hear.
Whatever you sing in the midst of your
glee,
Sing nothing God's listening ear would
displease.
Whatever you write with haste or with
heed,
Write nothing you wouldn 't want Jesus
to read.
Whatever you read, though page may
allure,
Read nothing, unless you're perfectly
sure
Consternation would not be seen in
your look,
If Christ should say, "Show me that
book."
Wherever you go, never go where you
would fear
God 's question being asked you, "What
doest thou here )"
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One day, I needed the Lord,
Needed Him right away;
But He never answered me at all,
And I could hear Him say

THE CHRISTIAN'S DAILY DOZEN
"First, turn your heart to God for grace,
Before you look on any face.
Next, breathe a word of thankful
greeting
To Him who watched while you were
sleeping

Down in my accusing heart:
"Child of Mine, I've got too much
to do,
You get somebody else
Or wait'll I get through! "

Now, if you find this hard to do,
Invoke your will to help you through.

Now when the Lord has a job for me,
I never try to shirk.
I drop what I have on my hands
And do the Lord's good work.

Just clinch your hand or turn your
head,
'Twill drive the night mists from your
bed.

And rny affairs can run along
Or wait'll I get through,
For nobody else can do the work
That God's marked out for you!

Next, say a verse or hum an air
To make an atmosphere of prayer.
At length, when mind is keenly turning,
Repeat some new verse you are learning.

READ THE BIBLE THROUGH

Then it will surely clear your vision
To voice in words the day's decision;

I suppose I knew the Bible,
Reading piece-meal, hit or miss;
Now a bit of John or Matthew,
Now a snatch of Genesis.

To talk with Christ about your work,
For Heaven can never bless a shirk.
And do not make another motion,
Until you kneel in sweet devotion.

Certain chapters of Isaiah,
Certain Psalms- the twenty-third 1
Twelfth of Romans, first of Proverbs.
Yes, I thought I knew the Word !

And now, prepared the day to meet,
Arise and stand upon your feet.
Then, from the table while you're
dressing,
Glean something from the Book of
Blessing;

But I found that thorough reading
Was a different thing to do,
And the way was unfamiliar
When I read the Bible through.

So go you forth with smile to greet
The first and every heart you meet.

You who like to play at Bible
Dip and dabble, here and there,
Just before you kneel aweary,
And yawn through a hurried prayer.

And all day Jong your soul will thrive,
And men will thank God you're alive."
LESSON IN OBEDIENCE
The Lord had a job for me,
But I had so much to do .
I said: "You get somebody else,
Or wait'll I get through."

You who treat the Crown of Writings,
As you treat no other book.Just a paragraph disjointed,
Just a crude, impatient look.
Try a worthier procedure,
Try a broad and steady view;
You will kneel in very rapture
When you read the Bible through.
- Amos R. Wells

I don't know how the Lord made out,
No doubt He got along,
But I felt .k ind of sneaking like,
I knew I'd done God wrong.
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IS THIS CONSECRATION ?
'Tll go where you want me to go, dear
Lord,
Real service is what I desire;
I' II say what you want me to say, dear
LordBut don't ask me to sing in the
choir.
I' II say what you want me to say, dear
Lord,
I like to see things come to pass;
But don't ask me to teach girls and
boys, dear LordI' d rather just stay in my class.
I'll do what you want me to do, dear
Lord,
I yearn for the kingdom to thrive;
I'll give you my nickels and dimes,
dear LordBut please don't ask me to tithe.
I'll go where you want me to go, dear
Lord,
I'll say what you want me to say;
I'm busy just now with myself, dear
LordI' II help you some other day."
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Is He who weighs the mountains
His scales
And measures in His hand the
deep,
Who meted out the heavens with
Not able every trusting soul to

L

a span,
keep?

Then why these weary hours of
nameless dread
That bring but shattered nerves and
hoary hair,
When He who rules the earth and
restless seas,
Bids us to cast on Him our every
care ?

MY BIBLE AND I
"We've traveled together, my Bible
and I,
Through all kinds of weather, with
smile or with sigh !
In sorrow or sunshine, in tempest or
calm !
Thy friendship unchanging, my lamp
and my psalm.

Does not the One who numbered every
hair,
And marks th e little sparrow when it
falls ,
Give ear to us in His own image made,
As well as to the raven when it calls?

So now who shall part us, my Bible
and I)
Shall 'isms' or schisms, or 'new
lights' who try)
Shall shadow for substance, or stone
for good bread,
Supplant thy sound wisdom, give
folly instead)

And does He love the lilies of the field
That do not toil and neither do they
spin
More dearly than Hi s helpless, stormtossed child
For whom He gave Hi s life to save
from sin)

Ah, no, my dear Bible, exponant of
light !
Thou sword of the Spirit, put error
to flight I
And still through life' s journey, un til
my last sigh,
W e' ll travel together, my Bible and I.
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mighty

morn,

Building bridges that we may never
cross?

N

with

We've traveled together, my Bible
and I
When life had grown weary, and
death e'en was nigh!
But all through the darkness of mist
or of wrong,
I found there a solace, a prayer, and
a song.

WHY WORRY?
Why worry? Are tomorrow's skies more
blue
If on our beds we restless roll and
toss
With burning sleepless eyes until the

D

NOT GROWING OLD

"Though our outward man perish,
yet the inward man is renewed day by
day."
- II Cor. 4 : 16.
They say that I am growing old.
I've heard them tell it times untold,
In language plain and boldBut I'm not growing old.
This frail old shell in which I dwell
Is growing old, I know full wellBut I am not the shell.
What if my hair is turning grey ?
Grey hairs are honorable, they say.
What if my eyesight's growing dim?,
I still can see to follow Him
Who sacrificed His life for me
Upon the Cross of Calvary.
What should I care if Time's old plow
Has left his furrows on my brow ?
Another house, not made with hand,
Awaits me in the Glory Land.
What though I falter in my walk?
What though my tongue refuse to talk?
I still can tread the Narrow Way,
I still can watch, and praise and pray.

Mrs. Eleanor Blue, head of our Correspondence and Evening School, is
pictured here. She was the voice of
the woman over the air who read
the poems on this page.

My hearing may not be as keen
As in the past it may have been,
Still I can hear my Saviour say
In whispers soft, "This is the way."
The outward man, do what I can
To lengthen out this life's short span,
Shall perish, and return to dust,
As every thing in nature must.

Ere long my soul shall fly away,
And leave this tenement of clay.
This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise
To seize the "everlasting prize,"!' ll meet you on the Streets of Gold,
And prove that I'm not growing old.
- Joh n E. Roberts .

The inward man, the Scriptures say,
Is growing stronger every day .
Then how can I be growing old
When safe within my Saviour' s fold ?
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He has used to bring me into His will
and service.

Gale Borden I thank the Lord for this great opportunity to be better equipped to serve
Him. The Lord becomes more and
more precious to me as I read His
Word , pray, and study daily.

Don Rhoads"Hath God said?" . . . Satan's doubtraising statement to Eve he still uses,
but in my mind is no doubt. I know
that my Redeemer lives r

Audrey Olson Life's pathway has many doors.
am so glad God opened the door for
me to attend BIOLA, that I may serve
Him.

Mona Browder As a Christian, my aim is to serve
Jes us Christ with a willing heart and
a willing mind, that my service might
be acceptable to God.

Glenn Unfried It was in 1950 that Christ became
a reality in my life. It is my desire to
serve Him in any way that I can.

Darlene Williams It was early in life when Christ saved
me and put a desire in my heart to
study music and th e Word of God at
BIOLA. It's a real blessing and privilege to attend th e college.

George Allen God has shown that "all things work
together for good" in the things that

Under the able leadership of Mr. Earle F. H ulin, Dfrector of the Music
Department of the Bible Institute of Los Angeles, the Musical Bio/ans are hea1·d
on each broadcast of the Bible Institute Hour. H ere pictured are: lower row,
Mona Browder, Annette Har vey, L ois Felton, Audrey Olson; upper row, Edwin
M ay, Gale B orden, Glenn Unfried, Do~ Johnson, Geor15e Allen" Grace Layne
is organist and Darlene W illiams piantst. Mr. Hulm 1s with hts back to the
camera. Please pray for these you:ig people as they musically present the blessed
gospel story of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ each day.

Annette Harvey -

looking forward to the mission field of
His choice.

As a believer in the Lord Jes us
Christ, I thank God for showing me
that the purpose of His creation is to
g lorify Him.
Lois Felton -

Grace Layne As a Christian, my greatest joy is
knowing that the Lord not only saved
me but has a plan for my life and
will guide me in every step.

I came to know the Lord Jesus Christ
as my personal Saviour about three and
one-half years ago. Since that time He
has led me to BIOLA, and I am now

Edwin May"As for God , His way is perfect".
truly this is wonderful, if we will be
willing to follow, not lead .
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In this picture, our choir is photographed in an informal rehearsal period as
they spend many hours each w_eek to make. the music as perfect as po.ssible.
Beside their regular rehearsal time, the chotr meets . each day for a penod of
prayer not only for their own needs but of the rad to audience as well.
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ORGAN:
(BRIGHT ARPEGGIO)
ANNOUNCER: Throughout the West ... it's
THE BIBLE INSTITUTE HOUR ! ! !

BIBLE INSTITUTE HOUR THEME
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"Let the Word of Christ dwell in you richly in all wisdom ; teaching
and admonishing one another in psalms and hymns and spiritual songs,
singing with grace in your hearts to the Lord."
- CoLOSSIANS 3: 16
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(THEME AND FADE FOR ANNOUNCER)
Training young people for world-wide Christian service is the dedicated task of the Bible Institute of Los
Angeles, Dr. Louis T. Talbot, Chancellor, Dr. Samuel
H. Sutherland, President. Once again we send transcribed a half hour in message and song to uplift and
brighten your day . . . on . . . THE BIBLE INSTITUTE HOUR!
(UP TO FULL AND FINISH)
CHOIR:
(BRIEF PLAYOFF)
ORGAN:
ANNOUNCER: And now your master of ceremonies . . . Mr. Al
Sanders.
Good morning, friends, and our sincere Christian greetSANDERS:
ings to you. From the radio studios of the West Point
of Christian service, the Bible Institute of Los Angeles,
we send you thirty golden minutes of gospel joy and
Christian good cheer spent with our hundreds of
Biola students of today, your missionaries of tomorrow.
(30 SECONDS B.G.)
ORGAN :
From the Bible Institute of Los Angeles we've presented
SANDERS:
a half hour of gospel cheer to brighten and lighten your
day. Be sure to join us again at this same time. And
friends, remember, your letters are the life line of these
broadcasts. Address the Bible Institute Hour . . . Los
Angeles 17, California. That's Los Angeles 17, California. And write this morning!
("GOODBYE OUR GOD IS WATCHING" AND
CHOIR:
FADE FOR ANNOUNCER)
Until Wednesday then . . . when once again we'll be
SANDERS:
greeting you from the Bible Institute of Los Angeles
. . . remember, "Sins are like car headlights, that is,
the other fellow's are always more glaring than your
own."
(UP TO FULL AND FINISH)
CHOIR:
(ARPEGGIO)
ORGAN :
("GOD BLESS YOU")
CHOIR:

CHOIR:
SANDERS :

THE BIBLE INSTITUTE HOUR
8:30 A.M. -

Mutual-Don Lee Network
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